Would transform the part,

Fit audience found, but cannot rule

My fanatic x heart.

I sought my betters: though in each
Fine manners, liberal speech,
Turn hatred into sport,
Nothing said or done can reach
My fanatic heart*

Out of Ireland have we come*
Great hatred, little room,
Maimed us at the start*
I carry from my mother's womb
A fanatic heart*
August 28, 1931

STREAM AND SUN AT GLENDALOUGH
THROUGH intricate motions ran
Stream and gliding sun
And all my heart seemed gay:
Some stupid thing that I had done
Made my attention stray*
Repentance keeps my heart impure;
But what am I that dare
1 I pronounce * fanatic* in what is, I suppose, the older and more
Irish way, so that the last line of each stanza contains but two beats.
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